Siam
homesick quay, near to that dismal and, as it
might seem, abandoned dockyard, where the
earth is red as bloodstone beneath foliage that
is too magnificently green.
And this evening, after so many years of
waiting, I set out at length on my visit to the
great ruins. The rain pours down on Saigon in
the customary deluge, Everything is streaming
with the tepid water. The carriage which takes
me to the railway (even in so commonplace
a fashion does my journey begin) throws up
waves of reddish-coloured mud on to the naked
bodies and the white linen clothes of passers-by.
Around the station is a quarter that might be
in China itself, instead of in a French colony.
The train starts; the carriages are stifling in
spite of the visit of the storm,   In the twilight,
which gathers apace under the heavy clouds,
we have to traverse melancholy stretches of
grass-land which are studded with a multitude
of old Chinese mausoleums of the colour of rust;
the whole extent of the "Plain of Tombs,"
where already things lose their colour and
become grey; and, were it not for the persistent
heat, this November evening on this foreign
steppe would be like one of our more misty
evenings  at  home,    And  then  the  night
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